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Disintorm 


MY SILENT WAR. by 
Kim Philby, 262 pp. New 
York: Grove, $3.95, 

“To the comrades who 
showed me the way to ser- 
view,” 

That mocking phrase, the 
dedication of the book pur- 
portiag ta be Kim) Philby’s 
“own story," is all the review 
that is really needed, for it 
advertises at once both the 
tru@ authorship and the utter 
untristvorthiness: of what is 
to follow. 

Kim Philby (is there anyone 
left on either side of the At- 
lantic wha has nat heard lis 
tale by naw?) became a Mar- 
xist at Cambridge in the early 
Ws0's, Already a Soviet agent, 
he enteved Tritish war-time 
infellisence (through a door 
opened hy Guy Burgess) and 
in V01S became head of the 
Belllsh  counterespionage — ef- 
fort against tie Soviets, 

He served for a while ia 
Washingtan as liaison affieer 
fo the FBT and the CiA, Init 
was fareed to resign in 143i 
when the defection of Burgess 


and) Maclean focused suspi- 
cion on hitn, Positive proaf af 
his treachery did not reach 


the West until the early 1960s, 
whereupon he promptly fled 
to Moscow. At last reports ho 
had there shed his third wile 
and taken up with Mrs Mact- 
ean, 

IN A BRILLIANT essay 
commenting at length on this 
cuse, Much Peevor- Roper has 
pointed out that if “commu. 
nism may be a polieal nie 
Sane fo sanie, to others it is 
a religion -= perhaps the only 
relic which can sull totally 
paralyse ihe mental and mor- 
al faculues of its converts and 
them to commit any 
turpitude, and to suffer) any 
indignity, for iis sake.” 

Philby was just such a cor. 
vect, amd the intellectual 
cantery he weesated burr 
away his eritiead spirit, his 
toatal Conseioace and all ves. 
Gees of iiteyrity, aud for 
tree decades peranitted hira 
to betray and destroy friends 
without a qualay (And this 
Wes No parloteyame: mea 
Draing for whee tliey hey 


heved in were killed and im- 
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Not once in all those years 
did Philby question the utility, 
the objectives or the ethics of 
what he was doing, nor did he 


ask for any reward but the. 


approbation of his Saviet 
masters — the “comrades” of 
his dedication, 


WITH PIILBY'S flight to 


Moscow all possible service 
lie could perform for the KGB 
had came to an end: there 
was nothing left but a residu- 
ul propaganda play, to which 
Pluiby lent nimseif as well, 
and this book is the result. 
The 12th Department of the 
First Chief Directorate of the 
KORY bears the interesting 
titfe “Disinformation: its 
purpose is to spread hy whiat- 
ever means come to hand 
confusion and deception in 
Western peoples and govern- 
raents, Page by page, “My 
secret War" follows the Dis- 
information line; case after 
ancient case is disiaterred 
and propped up just long 
mough for the KGB to get its 
hes jn. 

As usual, the 12) Depart. 
ment nas diffieulryy 
with Western onanies: jf 
is nard to imagine Philby, 2 
fluent German speaker, re- 
ferring to the lewd of the 
Western intelligence service 
as “‘von'’ Gehlen, or to Admi- 
rai “Rabene’ as the Director 
of the CTA. 

FOR THE last five vears o¢ 
sa two KGS Thepals, Peter 
and Helen Wroger owho were 
bern Morris and Tliona Cohen 
in New York) have been sit- 
tig an jail in’ Enghind. The 
WGB finds tis 
they have more or less pram- 
ised their agents that if they 


paiiful, as 


ave caught with their hands in’ 


the cookie dar the Soviet 
Union will wome riding to the 
rescue {6 -pring them. ATL 
previous Soviet efforts to ex- 
lart a relea > for the rovers 
have failed and the latest 
KGB attem ct consisted of an 
offer not te publish Pauby's 
memoirs — 4 elear indication 
Go Why they were wriven and 
whe controved them, To this 
the British properly replied 
“Publish acd he Ginna oH 
Hopefully Grove Press will 
pend the Koocers a copy, 
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